"it would ask to be removed at once to a suitable niche in the
facade of the Shakespear Memorial National Theatre, instead of
being left here to be insulted."
"Not a bit of it," said the bust of Shakespear. "As a matter of
fact, I can speak. It is not easy for a bust to speak; but when I hear
an honest man rebuked for talking common sense, even the stones
would speak. And I am only plaster."
"This is a silly trick," gasped lago, struggling with the effects
of the start the Bard had given him. "You have a phonograph
in that bust. You might at least have made it a blank verse
phonograph."
"On my honor, sir," protested the pale costumier, all dis-
ordered, "not a word has ever passed between me and that bust
—I beg pardon, me and Mr Shakespear—before this hour."
"The reason you cannot get the dress and the make-up right
is very simple," said the bust. "I made a mess of lago because
villains are such infernally dull and disagreeable people that I
never could go through with them. I can stand five minutes of a
villain, like Don John in—in—oh, whats its name?—-you know-*-
that box office play with the comic constable in it. But if I had to
spread a villain out and make his part a big one, I always ended,
in spite of myself, by making him rather a pleasant sort of chap.
I used to feel very bad about it. It was all right as long as they
were doing reasonably pleasant things; but when it came to
making them commit all sorts of murders and tell all sorts of lies
and do all sorts of mischief, I felt ashamed. I had no right to
do it"
"Surely," said lago, "you dont call lago a pleasant sort of
chap!"
"One of the most popular characters on the stage," said the
bust.
"Mel" said lago, stupent.
The bust nodded, and immediately fell on the floor on its nose,
as the sculptor had not balanced it for nodding.
The costumier rushed forward, and, with many apologies and
solicitous expressions of regret, dusted the Bard and replaced
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